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Shiver Sun, shiver for me .
Peel out of that complacent gaze.
Set in Northern sky, for me, once .
There are white pears in
the grocery store . Hard as the hip
bone of the woman I watched faint.
The bone that cracked
on the checkerboard floor .
Her paunch was full of baby.
We called for an ambulance but
fire engines came . Booted men
uncoiled their hoses and ran in
calling, "Where is it?"
A traffic jam was for ming a t
the check-out counter. Someone
cried out, "Find out who her
husband is." The question
was repea ted . The woman clenched
her belly and finally muttered,
"no one ."
- Helen Bartlett

Deuce Coupe II
tap tap
shuffle taptap
runrunrun oooooh
with the taste of california salt
and unripe fingers
reach to touch youthful eternity
and time
flinch and
swerve
they toss their clear heads
delay
motion
delay
motion
we are thrown
into a bucket vf white paint
and shades of white
swirl
fast shades
slow shades
erratic
till blend
till end
the wind sweeps the stage clean
as the cool hot white light
relinquishes its hold on the dancers
-

Lois Ordway

Lauren Lepanto

Of two architectural minds
Glass
Without, within
the inside-out
makes no vision clear
Both you there-me here
. see the fractional difference between us
reflected in or out glazed glass
me locked in and out
of my world house
I see through
and out
myself ..
-

'Ed Hing Goon

Richard McWilliams

Leaving the Middle School

The Director of the Middle School added as an
afterthought the following note to Paul's interim report: "Still his handwriting shows no sign
of improvement. I suspect this problem will
work itself out. Penmanship usually improves
during adolescence when boys develop greater
pride and self-respect."
Paul said his father didn't like the Director of
the Middle School. He said his father had called
\-lr. Dimina a "sawed-off Greek runt," and he'd
heard him say to company: "I have no confidence
in Dimina as Director," allegedly because Mr.
Dimina was young and inexperienced. Then he
had heard his father say: "And I don't respect
Dimina as a man," for some other, more obscure
reasons . Paul told the Director that most of all
his fa ther hadn't approved of his comment:
'Self-respect? Pahh! He can't write because they
taugh t him to hold a pencil like a toothbrush!"
Be that as it may, Paul, for his part, didn't quite
know what to make of the issue raised by his
penma nship. He knew he enjoyed being spoken
of in such grand, adult terms. But, in all fairness,
we mustn't presume that Paul could comprehend the concept in question . Self-respect,
though! It has an admirable ring to it, does it not?
In that Paul and self-respect have, at this
point, nothing to do with one another, let us
consider the subject closed. Let it suffice to say
tha t Paul was a little afraid of this penmanship
affair; he could only sense that he was on the
rerge of something important, inevitable and
irreversible .. He was excited, and afraid ... ah,
but this is all conjecture.
(And finally, Dimina himself was not alto~e ther pleased with his comment on Paul's grade
report: there was so much more to be said! He
might have added, "I have no doubt that Paul
may become a fine young man," or," Adolescence
is a sad and strange period ." He might have
added kind words, loving words. Of course, he
did not. Dimina prides himself in his reticence .
Enough .)
If we, who are adults and have, so, survived
tha t violent passion and uncertainty of adolescence, were to happen upon little Paul, say, as he
waits fo r his mother after school, it is more than

-David Parr

likely that we would smile down on the blossoming child, and perhaps, if he were receptive, pat
him kindly on the head a few times; and -who
knows ?- we may even emit a gentle sigh, for we
could surely foretell of the difficult, troublesome
years poor Paul has ahead . Yes . . . a quiet sigh, a
sigh of some sympathy for the boy, and maybe a
sigh of some - shall I say nostalgia? - for
ourselves. Well, perhaps "nostalgia" is not entirely the correctwordH-iere.
.
At any rate, we may find Paul'0aiting outside _
the big, brick gates of his school, .. and ~e may ~-~·
smile down and pat him on the head- as indeed
Dimina did, the day he left - and sigh a sigh of
sorts.
But Dimina,,Dimina. What am I to tell you of
this fellow, Dimina?
For all appearances, Dimina seemed a little
man. He did not cut a particularly intimidating
figure as Director of the Middle School at Cranbrook School for Boys. Indeed, it was a source of
mild amusement to some that several of the
more mature eighth-grader:_s ~· ~ Bert ~~b':'J-...,._
among them - yv""e r.s,.1 sligh tly)\aller tli an the
Director. ~ut J1e~·asrin •his quiet way, well-liked,
and even respected, by most of the students in
the Middle School, who rarely failed to say,
"Good morning, Mr Oimina," or, "Have a nice
weekend, Mr. Dimina ."
Among Dimma's shortcomings, of which he
had at least a few, most distressing to him was
his awkwardness interacting with his peers.
Teachers and administrators treated him cordially, just as the students did; but behind the
facade of formality, Dimina sensed a certain
indiffe rence, and even dislike, from a few.
Surely, he rea soned, some jealousy, some hostility, is to be expected; after all, he wa s a young
man - only twenty-seven- newly chosen to be
Director of the Middle School, a post not without prestige . Nevertheless, hadn't he been supremely conscientious and unassuming at all
times? And wouldn' t his humble demeanor dispel such feelings of resentment as were provoked by his appointment as Director? So one
would have thought . So, at least, thought Dimina .

It seems to Dimina that not a day would pass
, ...,
~ without his having suffered some humiliation,
some embarrassment, some intimidation; in his
most private thoughts, Dimina saw himself
struggling under the weight of his inadequacies.
f"~. Homer Wright was considered by some a
• "colorful character;" but to Dimina this eccentric old man still inspired a fear which would
cause his palms to perspire and would destroy
for the day his precarious sense of equilibrium.
Wright was a red-faced man in his late sixties, a
. . history teacher who, since his involvement in
the last World War, has insisted that students
address him as "Major Wright."
At his supper one evening, Dimina received a
phone call from the distressed mother of Nick
Nichols, a pleasant, shy seventh-grader of middling intelligence. Nick, his mother reported, had
come home from school with bruises and a cut on
his knuckles, which he claimed to have received
by contact with Wright's ruler upon repeated
failure to deliver an appropriate response in
class. Dimina apologized profusely.
Dimina waited several days before an opportunity presented itself in which he might approach Wright with sufficient discretion . Such a
situation occurred one afternoon as Wright
made for his midday meal.
"Urn- excuse rr.e, Homer. May I have a word
with you?" he said.
''I'm on my way to lunch," Wright replied,
matter-of-factly.
"It'll just be a moment."
"Very well. Shoot."
Dim ina proceeded to describe the phone call he
had received from Mrs. Nichols, cautiously withholding the name of the boy in question. He
finished, and studied Wright in order to gauge a
response.
"So what?" asked the elder, cleaning his ear
with the blunt end of a pencil, "What's the kid,
dead? It's Nichols, isn't it, the Nichols boy?"
Wright looked sternly into Dimina's eyes and the
latter blushed impulsively.
"Yes. Nick- I mean Nick's mother called. But
-but, Major, do you think we ought to risk ...
urn, upsetting the parents? I mean, by taking a
ruler to their children? I mean, urn, don't we-"
Major Wright interrupted Dimina's hesitant
delivery of a carefully wrought speech.
"Listen here, Paul. I've been teaching these
boys up of thirty-five years, you know that -"
Dim ina nodded and swallowed involuntarily"and I've made some men, you know, and I also
know when a boy's in trouble. And that's gotten
me in trouble, over the years. But for Christ's sake,

no one's ever asked me to teach some other way,
you know, be a soft guy - 'Please come to the
board,' and, 'Kindly do your homework.' Bul/shit!
They need discipline. You've gotta pound it into
them -"a symbolic gesture which Wright demonstrated by pounding his fist into the palm of his
other hand in an excited manner, causing Dimina to be terrified that he might witness a heart
attack"- pound it into their heads, these kids. Or
what'll they learn? Now ... look here, Paul, look
here-" the Major extended both burly, hirsute
fists"- you see those scars? ... You see 'em?!"
Dimina nodded a violent affirmative, and Major
Wright withdrew his handsomely callous hands,
tugging brusquely at the sleeves of his sport
coat.
"So, Paul. Is that all?"
"Yes, thank you, Major," came Dimina's barely
audible reply.
What did he expect, this thin, slight, softspoken man with hands small and white and
effeminate? What did he think the years had
done to him? What did he think had changed
when he returned to this school where he had
once been the reticent, frightened boy stuttering
through a class with Major Wright (then fresh
from the service and twice as mean)? Dimina
retreated to his office for the remainder of
lunch period, wringing his ineffectual boyhands. Director! Director! he thought. Fine Director he was, whose knees trembled to the resonant vibrato of Wright's voice, a voice still
familiar from his own school days at Cranbrook,
when little Paul Dimina had trouble falling
asleap at night for fear of his next class with the
Major, his next encounter with the Major's
ruler . Oh, he thought, a fine Director you are!
And even as he regained his composure, Dimina
relived the humiliations of his boyhood, the
strike-outs and fumbles of days long gone.
But, in all fairness, is this the impression with
which I shall leave you? Dimina, the loser? Dimina, the boy-man?
As Director of the Middle School, Dimina
found his experience for the most part favorable
and pleasant. Nothing gave him greater satisfaction than sitting sensibly and calmly erect at his
desk and settling a squabble between two quarreling boys. Indeed, he had an uncanny ability to
make peace. Always reserved and politic, in
amusing contrast to the foolish passion of the
youths involved, Dimina would quickly reveal
the cause of any such dispute to be silly and
petty.
"You mean to say, Bert, that you're so angry at
Pat simply because he got your towel wet, accidentally?"

"Yea h, I guess," would come the sullen response.
"But . .. but surely, Bert, does a dry towel
mean so much to you that you feel you should
retaliate by stealing Pat's gym shoes? "
"No. I guess not," the boy would invariably
conclude.
Dimi na would spend several hours each afternoon answering to the needs and problems of
the boys. "Remember," he had said on the first
day of school, "the door to my office is always
open," and he had honored his word . Adopting
the manner in which he remembered his father ,
a sober, reasonable man (may he rest in peace),
and sitti ng so at his desk from one until threethirty p.m., Dimina spent some of his finest
hours at Cranbrook, exercising his genuine, paternal love of troubled children, helping in whaterer way possible and glad to be of use .
To be sure, Dimina remembers them all now,
the boys who paraded in and out of his office.
Some of them he recalls with particular facility,
the chronic office guests . By familiarity, he could
not remain indifferent toward these cases .
There was a particular boy - young Paul
Smithers - whose frequent afternoon visits
brought to Dimina both satsifaction with the
depth of his own paternal capacities and a heartfelt, inexplicable sadness. Poor Paul Smithers!
with the cards of life stacked so against him, a
weak boy, and timid, given to tears at the slightest provocation. How many bittersweet afternoons had he offered his compassion to this boy?
Oh, those sad, significant hours, when Dimina
drank his coffee and spoke from his heart, while
an early dusk settled outside on the Massachusetts countryside, with the quiet, muffled din
drifting in from the soccer field or, later, the
baseball diamond.
Smithers would herald his arrival with an
almost imperceptible tap on Dimina's doorjamb.
'Oh, Paul," the Director would say, "Do come
m." The boy having taken a few hesitant steps
forward, Mr. Dimina would continue, "What can
we do for you?"
In a voice fraught with fear, the boy would
announce: "I'm sick," followed by a pause, and
then the offering: "My stomach hurts."
The Director would then, perhaps, swivel his
seat toward the picture window and feign an
mterest in whatever action may have been taking place in the athletic fields beyond . He would
ask, "Paul, do you know what time it is?"
"Yes, sir. It's two-thirty."
"And wha t happens at two-thirty?" followed
again by a slight pause .
"Sports period, sir ."

Dimina, with his back turned, would continue
to play spectator to the game outside and would. ~ ..
wait patiently. Soon he would hear Paul's""'
breathing become irregular and halting, and
then he would glance in the glass to see a reflection _of Paul's slight shoulder~ shaking in _a con ~~
vuls1ve manner and the agomzed contortions of' ·
his young face . Only then would he rise from his
seat to close the door to his office, after which he
would gently guide Paul to a comfortable chair.
Paul would continue to sob without restraint,
while Dimina stood behind, his hands planted on
the boy's jerking shoulders . Occasionally the boy
would emit an utterance, such as a strained
"Mama," which would cause the self-conscious
and embarrassed Dimina to correct him, "No,
Daddy," thinking perhaps that the boy had been
referring to him.
Eventually, the crying, and then the sniffling,
would stop. The therapy would begin .
Dimina heard everthing: he learned how cruel
the soccer coach could be . He was told of the
injustices regularly carried on by the librarian, of
the taunts Paul received from his classmates. He
heard of Paul's mother and Paul's father, and
even of what Paul's father told company about
Dimina himself. The boy told his elder of unsolicited and narrowly avoided confrontations in the
locker room, and .. . everything.
While at first uncertain of the ethical validity
of such a practice, Dimina, too, would come to
tell everything, at least of that which applied, to
assure a mutual confidence. The Director told
Paul about his own experiences at Cranbrook,
about his own father, a big man, bigger than the
Major, and just as hard to please . The boy sat
wide-eyed as Dimina narrated solemn tales,
summoned anJ resurrected only by force of passion, of his vwn childhood and his father's disappointment and anger, of secret feelings of inadequacy. He told the boy about the day of the beach
picnic when he ran away from a fight, and about
what happened to him at home that night when
he was alone with his father (may he rest in
peace) . Paul Dimina and Paul Smithers confessed
their fears and anxieties, sorrows and pra yers .
Together they spoke, man to man, boy to boy,
while the dusk, as has been noted, settled outside . And finally, and often abruptly, young Paul
would stand up and say, "Thank you, Mr. Dimina," warmed and cheered by a certain newfound fortitude, and by the knowledge that his
mother would now be waiting outside.
.
Dimina recognizes, not without some regret,
that he was unable to remain indifferent toward
some of the more chronic office cases . It had
certainly been his intention to be always just and

fair and emotionally pa:>sive with the boys . That
he was incapable of doing so causes him, even
still, some remorse .
Bert Fisher was a boy-man of precocious physical growth and nearly retarded intellectual development. At thirteen , he stood six feet talL and
was accustomed to being celebrated as the premier athlete of the eighth grade, as he had been
in previous years. But Paul Smithers had told
Oimina about Bert. Bert's problem: he was belligerent. The problem was complicated by the
fact that he never lost a fight . Hence, it was
difficult for Oimina to discourage him from exercising his natural advantage.
Bert would enter the office without a warning
and stand before Oimina's desk .
"They told me to come see you. "
"Sir ."
"Sir."

"They told me to come see you, sir."
"They told me to come see you, sir."
"Whodoes 'they' refer to?"
" Coach."
"The coach, sir."
"The coach, sir."
"C hri stl Which coach, Bert!"
"Baseball."
" Dammit, say 'the baseball coach, sir'!"
"The baseba ll coach, sir!"
"Oh God . Why, Bert. Tell me why."
"A fight."
"A fight, sir!"
"A fight, sir!"
And so would the discourse continue, and so
was it repeated several times a week. Oimina
would often find himself thinking of this boy, big
and dumb like a horse, this boy who was really a
man, without the awkwardness of his contemporaries, with hands and facial features already
in grand, handsome proportion to his size. Bert
was all bigness and confidence, and he spoke in a
big man-voice which infuriated Oimina. Enough .
Oh, what can you know about a man? Who
could say what a man thinks about in his bed late
at night? The answer, by the way, is that you
never know about a man, and no one can tell the
private thoughts of another man . No one knows
what makes a man do things he does .
Of course, a man might tell you. But there is
no certainty that he will tell you the truth, or
that he even knows the truth himself. This is a
pity. Suppose you wanted to find out why Dimina returned to the Middle School of the institution he had attended as a youth. Indeed, it would
be a fair question to put to him, considering that
all the conscious and many of the other decisions
of his life had been sole-mindedly determined to

bring about his eventual return to Cranbrook
School for Boys. He had chosen to pursue a
career in education even before he graduated
from Cranbrook. At college, he faithfull y and
conscientiously prepared himself in th e fields of
education and business administration. He attended a fine graduate school in order to continue his study of education, where he concentrated in the treatment of adolescent boys . Upon
completion of his formal education, Dimina
spent several years apprenticing in a junior high
school.
It was, as you might have gathered, no mere
accident that Oimina would become Director of
the Middle School of Cranbrook School for Boys.
But why? What if he were to tell you that the
education of youth is an admirable and noble
endeavor, or perhaps that he feels a sense of duty
to the society which educated him ? Would you
believe him? Or perhaps you would say, "Oh,
but come on, Oimina, why did you really do it ?"
Then, suppose he were to tell you that he wished
to return to the simple happiness of his own
adolescence, or that he had a health y love of
young boys . Would you shake your head incredulously? And, then, what if he were to lean
confidentially toward you and tell you he returned because he was afraid of something, or
that he felt he had some bone to pick, or that he
just didn't know? But imagine if, during this
interrogation, Oimina never once looked you in
the eye.
You see? You can never trust a man, nor can
you know with any certainty what he is thinking.
Oimina, as you may have imagined, is no exception to this rule we have established. Mind
you, it was never his intention to pose as an
enigma (and indeed, until he left, no one had
cared to investigate); he simply led an existence
which was perfectly inconspicuous. In his habits
he was regular and consistent .
Every morning, Oimina arrived at Cra n broo~
within five minutes of seven-fifty. At eightfifteen, he shepherded the boys to and from
chapel exercises . He served for several hour;
each morning as Proctor of study hall, dur in~
which time he would be called upon to assist the
young scholars in matters both personal and
academic. At ten past noon, he accompanied the
boys to the dining hall, and returned with them
at twelve-fifty, at which time he assumed the
role of social advisor and diplomat, a func tion the
particulars of which are aforement ioned. At four
o'clock, he oversaw the departure of all students
in grades six through eight .
Oimina's regimen was disturbed somewhJt

playmates include figures who have intimidated
him in various walks of life- his father, a minister, Major Wright, the Headmaster of Cranbrook and, more recently, Bert Fisher; and many
others. Dimina is now at the plate and he is being
taunted by all the men in the field. His father
pitches a ball that looks like a beach-ball and
Dimina swings and the ball flies up beyond the
home-run mark and hits the Middle School
building, which explodes . All the men run about
in terror and pandemonium ensues.
It is a curious dream .
Despite his earnest devotion to the students
under his care, Dimina was not entirely displeased to find he had time to himself one afternoon late in the spring; after all, there was much
to be done, and it was not every day that he
would be left undisturbed by puerile concerns .
First, he criticized and corrected the papers he
had received in grammar class earlier in the day .
It was a very hot day, so Dimina opened the
windows to his office; an important baseball
game was under way, and Dimina felt a comfort
in the cries and shouts of his boys, such noise
usually being a signal that Cranbrook's team was
winning.
After grading the grammar papers, the Director began to organize the final grade reports.
Although he had not yet received the final
marks, he had already begun to compose his
comments, in order to economize on time . He
tried to be careful in his judgements.
There was a sustained burst of cheering from
the baseball diamond, and Dimina knew the
game was over. Looking out his window, he saw
his victorious team heading toward the athletic
center. Surprising himself somewhat, Dimina
left his desk and descended to the locker room to
offer his congratulations.
As he was not familiar with the usual mood of
the locker room, Dimina was not immediately
aware of the problem . He stood near the doorway, pumping the hands of the stragglers and
the equipment manager as they appeared, inquiring as to the specifics of their victory. Intuitively, however, these boys sensed that an altercation was afoot. Dimina followed them to the
showers.
The locker room was hot, although it was on
the lowest level of the building . The showers had
been running, and steam billowed like clouds
throughout the room.
What with the heat and the steam, Dim ina felt
rather confused . His confusion was in no respect
alleviated as he entered the large shower room;
he was met by the backs of several dozen halfdressed, sweaty boys arranged in a loose semicir-

cle. His curiosity having been whetted, Dimina
edged his way to the inner circle of spectators .
While readily apparent to him, Dimina was not
at once sure of what he saw. There were two
boys having a fight. Having recognized this, he
soon identified that one of the boys seemed
older, and had the other in a headlock while he
pounded his side and ribs. The bigger boy was
Bert Fisher.
"Who is the other boy?" Dimina excitedly
asked a fellow spectator. Unable to summon a
response, he repeated his query, raising his voice
somewhat.
"Who is the other boy? Who is Bert fighting ?"
A boy answered, "Smithers," without looking
up at the Director.
Dimina was now extremely upset. He took
from the equipment manager, who was standing
nearby, a baseball bat, and struck Bert several
times on the back, which caused him to roll in
agony on the tiled floor . The Director struck
Bert once more, causing his jaw to break.
Dimina left the scene immediately, and returned to his office where he collected the few
valuables he kept there and put them in his
briefcase. He was still rummaging through the
drawers of his desk when the Headmaster arrived .
"I see this isn't necessary," he said, referring to
the note of dismissal he had prepared . He placed
it on Dimina's desk nevertheless.
"You disgust me," the Headmaster said. Dimina was engrossed in his work and failed to respond.
Soon, Dimina had his things in order. Leaving
the Middle School building, he passed Homer
Wright, standing in the lobby, looking troubled
and confused. Dimina noted an element of fear,
or perhaps respect, in Homer's intent regard of
him.
Dimina walked down the path toward the big,
brick gates of Cranbrook School for Boys while
the policemen were still attending to Bert. He
carried himself proudly, with perfect posture,
back straight and shoulders square, as if a crowd
of people was watching him . With his briefcase
in his left hand, Dimina carried in his right the
note of dismissal, rolled up like a baton and
signed by the Headmaster.
Once outside the gates of Cranbrook, Dimina
felt a pang of remorse; he would have liked to
have said goodbye to everyone, but he understood how the situation precluded such pleasantries . He did, however, have an opportunity to
bid a silent farewell to young Paul.
Here we leave Dimina, as he drove to Norwalk, Connecticut, to visit his father's grave. •

Clay Kanzler

Desire
The stars are above, stilted like merry bells;
The scented dew falls on the rotten leaves of yesterday's storm.
And I looked into the herb pot to read the message from beyond.
There is no voice, no ghosts whisper;
Only the voices of the fishermen dragging the mackerel net.
Beating time on the calabash drums .
In songs that ring of the sea before them.
Where, where could it be?
Where gone?
The merry village clown calls me by name
And gives me a coloured cowrie.
In the coloured cowries you hear the sea
And the throbbing vibrations of your own soul?
But where, where could it be?
The day stands still as the years roll past
And fix me in the single quest.
For what
Is it you are looking for.
In these scattered ashes from forgotten hearths?
And in the fireplace where mother's cooking pot hangs
Revealing past travails and future glories .
Glories? Who says they are glories?
Behind me I smell their talcumed bodies.
Washed in palm olives.
The cloths smell with camphor removed.
Yesterday from the old lady's box
They say at the journey's end there is a resting place
Covered with dead cows and hungry vultures
Who do not give you a chance.
- Maxwell Edusei

George

~riswold

Linda Wells

Red Sense
Mr. Lincoln,
I betcha didn't know
your bearded face made so
many so happy for
so short a time.
You, (red cent)
kept small-fisted warm till
squeaky feet run to store
corners to balance on
tip toes, rubber soles.
Swallowed,
your gleaming copper falls
jingle tingle into
mommycanihavea
gumball machines.
Too soon,
Bdzooka kids get pennywise (red sense). Then only
George's green back will do,
Mr. Lincoln.
- Valery Foley

Pam Southworth

Daphne Fullerton

Quick Fiction of April 11, 1978

-

Henry Lowengard

When prompted, Van R could at will break into verse of exquisite texture, exceeding that of
acclaimed laureates and emeriti. There, nestled in his familiar corner, next to a calendar long out
of date, with its colors bleeding, he could summarize in a phrase new human subtleties, or bring
Miss P to tears; in a half line a tiny world could be revealed, a few feet later, the plant life of the
world would start to blossom and give fruit; almost as suddenly, one could be imbedded in a
mountain of bone, or gain the perception of that single blade of grass which bends in any wind.
Van R himself was not outwardly affected by these transports, save for a tear or two. He
compared the process to that of doing figures or playing chess, which he did poorly.
Of course, he occasionally needed loosening up. We once had an important visitor at our office,
a Sr. Z, who had heard of Van R's talents through obscure and peripheral remarks at widely
separated international conferences. Van R was in a state. He was intimidated by our visitor's
foreign carriage, and only after being promised a bottle of Sr. Z's manorial sherry could he even
whisper a couplet. He went on though, for half an hour, enchanting the Spaniard, while we, who
had heard better, kept to ourselves.

On the other hand, it has happened that, in the midst of some unrelated busywork, Van R
would suddenly start to swallow uncomfortably and wipe his lips with the back of his hand, and a
little later, he would mutter something, hoping we would not hear, but the few syllables we would
catch would make us stop and leave us glowing for maybe the rest of the week . Upon confronting
him with his genius, he soured his bovine head with a discouraging grimace, which often enough
had convinced us not to approach him in such a light. My fellow workers Sand F, as well as Miss P
the secretary, once discussed pooling our memories of Van R's poetry into an anthology, to be
published under a clever pseudonym. But we, as honorable people, would not allow ourselves the
liberty of plagiarizing our colleague's works, even though he thought little of them. And so, we as
a group have started teaching bits of his poetry to our children, we drop a line here and there at
parties and other functions, we use them as epigrams to our research projects . Van R is either
unconscious or ignorant of our efforts, for the work he does rarely coincides with ours.
People grow older, and Van R grows older as well. The wrinkles in his face grow into ravines,
his heavy head is approaching the level of his shoulders. His growing deafness makes him even
more silent than before, his spurious remarks more fleeting .
Indeed, my own fame as a poet is based on works which were modeled on his more inferior
ravings . I have my own career to think of. I am saving my interpretations of his better works until
after his death, when I will be near retirement and will need the income . It sounds so bloodless, but
one often needs to be practical.
* * * *
I relate now the details of Van R's death . An operation had stilled his voice, his deafness had
become more or less total. He could still see and write, but he was not as flexible as he once had
been. Fourteen years I worked with him, not together at all times, but near. At this stage he
started to radia te emptiness. His actions became formalized , and we realized how dull he really
was, even before the operation.
It was a few days after his retirement. I went to visit him on a cool Sunday, when the ground
was spongy and the air was set with green inchworms. I walked into h is tin y apartment, and it was
there that I learned the secret that you already have been told.
•

Lois Ordway

Street Portrait
Black cars,
lined like stream stones;
Black men in black cars flying.
Women,
wrinkled and white as bread,
molded by marriage and divorce,
lying to grandchildren,
and shoplifting nylons
from yellow drug stores .
Children,
hiding from
and hiding something,
snitch nickels from purses,
laughing.
This street,
welded by w heels of whispers,
has seen so much
(truth )
tha t it h ardly believes
its ears .
- WWMcC

Lost at Sea
My father's twelve foot yacht
still sails
rotting in its rusted trailer
still awaiting backyard repair
(It floats
on mud puddles
where little bubbles slowly rise
and disappear
with only a dying whisper)
On sunny summer Sundays
he sailed
from his rocking porch chair
to Hawaii or Tahiti
I knew, his exotic eyes told me
before he left me in his wake
Now I sit
at my grey-streaked window
vainly searching for him
and his Pacific main
while out front, cars hiss by
over wet winter asphalt
rushing men to work
-

]. Michael Abrams

Clinton Macsherry

Smooth Sailing

I am hunched over with my head in my hands .
My fingers feel the cold sweat on my forehead,
then I realize it's going to happen again.
"Moose, you'd better stop," I whine.
"No way, Sully. Open the window." He keeps
his eyes glued to the road.
I roll down the window hastily and just get my
head over the edge, when it comes blasting out of
my mouth. The wind takes it streaming off into
the darkness behind the car. My stomach heaves
three times. It's not that bad. The cold air feels
good on my fo rehead. I keep my head out for a
few minutes after I'm done, just for the feeling of
the air.
"If you're done, shut that damn window."
I resume my seat and roll u p th e window .
Moose head is the president of the Beta House,
and I am the vice president. We have been jamming for the past week. "Jamming" is going up to
Saratoga and having at least ten beers in the bars
up there for as many nights in a row as possible.
Two seniors in our frat do it every year during
the spring trimester. The record of sixteen was
set las t year; we have seven now. I think we're
going to make it. I'll have to cut out those tacos
and chili dogs after we get drunk, though . My
asshole is beginning to feel like an open wound.
Once I shake this cold it should be a lot easier.
This is the second night in a row this has happened. Last night Moose stopped the car, and I
tossed my cookies on the side of the road. But I
guess he's in a hurry tonight.
I drift in and out of consciousness until we pull
into the House . Moose tells me that I have to
clean off the puke that has dripped on to the side
of his car. It has frozen in the wind, and I have to
use an ice scraper to get it off.
* * * *

-John Sandman

Today I got a job offer from an engineering
firm in Hamden, Connecticut. Their interviewer
was an alum ni Beta . It was a good interview: we
talked about drinking in Saratoga and trying to
get laid at Skidmore. This is the only job offer I
have, so it looks like I'm going to take it . I was
beginning to worry. A two-nine engineer isn't
exactly a hot property. I interviewed with every
engineering firm that came on campus . Those
first interviews and the rejections that followed
really got to me. But then I started to tack the
rejection letters up on my door. I wanted to see if
I could fill my door with them . Then I wanted to
fill the hallway. Before I got the letter today, I
was just about to go around the corner and into
the next h allway. I thought that I might take all
the rejection letters down and put the acceptance
up on my door, but too many of the brothers
really get a kick out of seeing all those rejections.
So here I am with a guaranteed job and three
months of school to go . It should all be smooth
sailing from here.
* * * *
On weekends we rarely stay on campus . Instead we make the hour trip up to Saratoga and
Skidmore .
I was a pledge when I made my first road trip.
The brothers told us The Rule on the way up.
The Rule is that you can't snake a brother's
girlfriend. For a brother to claim that a girl is his
girlfriend, he has to have spent at least a couple
of hours with her, sober, in a place where there is
a lot of light. He also has to have plugged her.
Any other girl is a bitch and is fa ir game. Brothers are allowed to do anything short of castrating
one another when pursuing a bitch .
But I didn't have to worry about any of that
when I was a pledge. The first couple of times I

went up there, I didn't even talk to a girl. At most
of the parties we went to, the guys outnumbered
the girls two to one. The older brothers knew
girls and went right to work.
Most of the pledges and a couple of the lowly
sophomores would stand around the keg and get
drunk. There were a lot of guys like me and
Moose who just hadn't figured out our acts yet,
but some of these guys were real losers: guys
with painful-looking acne, who argued about
math formulas at a party, whose mothers had
probably never let them stay out past midnight.
Once we were drunk and it was obvious that
we weren't going to pick up any girls, we would
start talking about the gross stuff: farting and
masturbation. There were farting stories farting in class, at a meal, or in the library. We
argued and decided that Molson's Ale creates the
most aromatic farts while Miller is more resonant. We'd have to be really drunk to talk about
masturbation. Guys would claim that they beat
their meat more than anyone, beat it until it was
sore and red .
One time near the end of a party, when some
of the girls were leaving to go back to their
dorms, Moose used his really flaky voice to ask
some girl if she would like to be escorted back to
her room.
"No way."
So Moose says, "Well then I guess a blow job is
completely out of the question?"
*

*

*

*

I walk into Skin's room. All the lights are out
and even though it's about ten degrees out, he
has the window open. "The Dark Side of the
Moon" is playing rather loudly on the stereo. As
my eyes get used to the dark, I can see that there
are a lot of brothers in the room .
"Watch this," Skin shouts at me.
He goes out on to his fire escape, takes aim,
and hurls a full can of beer into the darkness . I
hear a faint shattering of glass through the
music.
"Hit," he yells and make a fist .
I walk over and talk in his ear, "What did you
hit?"
"The Science Center's greenhouse ."
"Why did you throw a beer can into the greenhouse?"
Skins walks over and turns down the stereo.
"Sully, I like the feeling I get from doing things
like that. I mean just by walking out on my fire
escape and tossing a beer can, I can destroy all the
botany projects that nerds have put into that
greenhouse. Those douchebags will go in there
on Monday, and it will be freezing in there, and

one of them is going to have the branches broken
off his project and a full can of Schlitz sitting in
the pot."
I am the only one in the room who is not
laughing . I considered saying that I didn't think it
was right. I felt lousy about those nerds who
were going to walk in there on Monday. I used to
be one of them. But I knew that if I said anything,
it wouldn't go over too well.
"Why can't you just loosen up and have some
fun?"
"Why do you have to be such a drag ?"
I hate preaching to them. It's better to let it go.
They're not bad guys; most of the time they
don't hurt anyone. I go and get a beer out of
Skin's refrigerator.
* * * *
I never had any luck on road trips during my
freshman year. I was on the first road trip of my
sophomore year when I overheard some girl say,
"He's been coming up here for a whole year, and
he still can't get laid," about another guy. I didn't
get too upset when the brothers said that about
me. And they said it often. But knowing that
girls thought like that too really shook me up.
* * * *
Some of us came back early this semester to
have a New Year's Eve party at the House. The
morning after everyone piled into my room in
gym shorts to watch the football games. Skin
went out to the Price Chopper and got us four
cases of beer. We sent out for pizza. It must have
been eight hours of straight football until all the
"super plays" were fading into one another. The
only time I got out of the room was to go to the
bathroom. Whenever I came back to the room it
struck me that there were a bunch of halfdressed, unshaven slobs crammed into my room .
It smelled like an old sock with a piece of turd in
it. But once I was sitting back in the room with
them I didn't notice the smell. I felt comfortable.
In fact, it seemed like it might be a great life to sit
around and get drunk and watch football all the
time. There was nothing to worry about . I kept
saying to the brothers, "Jesus, this is great. This
is the life." They agreed.
* * * *
There was a point at which Moose and I decided that we needed to get our act together for
the road trips. One time we drank all afternoon
before the trip. We put empty six pack cartons on
our heads. I got myself a package of balloons . I
would walk up to a girl and start a fairly normal
conversation. Then I would stop, blow up a balloon that was shaped like a huge penis, hand it to

her, and ask her if she would go to bed with me.
I asked almost every girl at the party. Nobody
said yes, but it was a good way to get to know a
lot of girls .
*

*

*

*

Tonight it is snowing too hard to go up to
Saratoga . So we buy six cases of beer down at the
Price Chopper and pile into Skin's room. We put
the beer outside on the fire escape. Skin has a
stereo that can get complaints from a quarter
mile away. We turn it up slowly and reach
eardr um-shattering music around midnight.
That's when he turns on his black light . Everyone in the room has a tan; their eyes and teeth
glow. We dance, pretend we are playing guitars,
and sing at the top of our lungs, yet we can't hear
ourselves . With the black light and the music
that loud, you can almost forget who you are,
and make yourself believe that you are performing the song .
Skin wanders out and starts dancing on the
fire escape. He does gymnastics, swinging his
legs back and forth across the railing. Then he
slips. I guess it's icy out there . His hands grasp
the poles under the railing, but his body disappears from sight. It's like slow motion. I think I'm
the only brother watching, because he's hanging
out there, and no one is doing anything .
*

*

*

*

Finally Moose and I fit in at the road tr ip
parties . We used to wear funny costumes: suits
with three kinds of plaid, those arrows that look
as if they're going through your head, plastic
noses . I'd always ask at least ten girls to sleep
with me .
One night I'm minding my own business at
four o'clock in the morning, when Rhonda Jennings asks me if I want to go back to her room
because she has some Michelob. Rhonda is fat
and has fri zzy hair; she looks kind of like that girl
Nancy in the comics . But the thing is, the kegs
have run out. I'm in one of those moods where
you just go wherever there's beer. So I say sure.
* * * *
I go out on to the fire escape to pull Skin up. I
kneel down and grab his hands through the
railing . I almost let go when his face comes into
view. His mouth and eyes are wide open : he is
terrified . I've never seen him look that way. It
reminds me of the way I feel when I wake up in
the night.
* * * *
I didn't realize that Rhonda had sex in mind .
I'm sitting there on her bed, I haven't even got

the cap off of my Michelob, when she's got her
hands in my pants . Then she's on her knees
giving me a blow job. I sip at my Michelob; it feels
alright.
When she finishes we make out on the bed for
a while, but that's not much fun . Then she starts
begging me to fuck her . I stall for a while to make
sure that I can get it up again .
While I'm fucking her I keep telling myself that
I'm actually doing it. I was thinking: Here I am up
at Skidmore fucking an ugly hog. I'm just like the
other guys . I'm normal.
*

*

*

*

I pull him up on to the fire escape . As soon as
his feet hit the landing, he is Skin again.
"I really had you fooled there, hey Sully ?"
He goes into the room and starts dancing. I
can't believe he is going to take it this lightly. I
was scared just by seeing the look on his face . I
lea ve the room and go to bed. They call me a
party pooper the next day. No one remembers or
cares th at I pulled Skin back up on that fire escape.
*

*

*

*

I'm hoping that they waited up for me . I run
out of the dorm and into the parking lot as the
sun is rising . They are waiting in the car. I start
shouting, "I got laid, I got laid!" When I get in the
car they laugh and congratulate me .
*

*

*

*

It's three o'clock in the morning at the Hub in
Saratoga and time for that one last try. She is
sitting at the bar alone. I have seen this girl at
parties at Skidmore before and heard that she is
"loose." I decide to check out the rumors. When
her drink is getting low I walk up and ask her if I
can get her a fresh one.
"Sure."
It's bullshit for five minutes until she finishes
the drink, and then I ask her if she would like to
come back to my fraternity house for a party.
"Sure ."
I find .Skin passed out at a booth in the back. I
wake him up and tell him that we're going home.
I ask him if I should drive, but he says he's fine .
So we go to his car. Pam (I had to ask her name so
that I could introduce her to Skin) and I get in the
back seat. We're not more than two blocks out of
the parking lot when she's giving me a hand job.
Now we have this understanding that when a
brother is driving home, and he's had a little to
drink, one of the passengers has to talk to keep
him alert. So I'm trying to keep up a conversation
with Skin, and this girl has her fingers in the
cake, and my voice is shifting gears. I come all

over the back of Skin's seat and make a mental
note to clean it off later in the day.
When we get back to the House we go straight
to my room . I turn on my receiver and put on an
FM station. (A nervous habit.) It's she who drags
me on to the bed. She's all over me before I can
figure out what's going on . The funny thing is
that all the time we're going at it, the disc jockey
on the radio is playing very innocent love songs .
Upbeat sixties songs like: "Wouldn't It Be Nice?",
"Do You Believe in Magic?", "Eight Days a
Week." And this hideous girl is giving me a blow
job. I hope she isn't listening to the music.
*

*

*

*

I got this reputation at Skidmore and at the
House as a "hogger." That means that I'm willing
to fuck ugly girls . Once you've done it the word
gets around . Almost all of the girls that I've slept
with in college picked me up. And they have all
been fairly ugly. They have this joke at the
House that if you put all the girls together who
I've slept with, that they would make a good
football team.
* * * *
I wake up and it's the strangest feeling.
There's a moment when I don't realize that
there's a girl in bed with me. Then I can feel that
she is doing something to me and it feels sort of
good and . .. Oh my God! She has got her mouth
on my asshole . She is licking out my asshole. I
don't believe it. I had a sausage grinder last night.
How can she do that? She finally works her way
around to the front and then stops . She probably
expects me to do the same for her, but there is no
way I'm licking her ass.
Later on I borrow Skin's car to drive her back
up to Skidmore. There is no conversation during
the trip; we listen to the radio. When she gets out
of the car she doesn't say anything embarrassing
like: 'Til see you soon ." She has obviously been in
this situation many times before .
*

*

*

*

I go down to the infirmary because I have this
rash sort of thing around my crotch. The doctor
isn't in, and the nurse asks me what the problem
is. I'm kind of embarrassed, but I tell her.
"I have these dark spots that itch."
She tells me to go into the bathroom and try to
scratch off one of the dark spots and bring it to
her. When I get into the bathroom and try to pick
at one of them, I realize that it is ALIVE! It's a
tiny bug or something. I have black things that
are alive and crawling around on my crotch .
I don't bring the little creature out with me,
but I tell the nurse about it. She gives me a

prescription for some kind of insecticide stuff. I
don't tell any of the brothers about it. They go
away in a week, but I think about it a lot. I am
finally disgusted with myself.
*

*

*

*

There's a girl up at Skidmore named Sally
O'Brien. I've known her since I was a sophomore. She went out with two or three brothers
before she went out with me. The thing about
her is, she's just like one of the guys. She's one of
the only girls I know who actually enjoys drinking beer. She could drink most Sigma brothers
under the table. She likes to play pool and watch
football games. But of course she doesn't look
like or talk like a guy. She's got an ass that bring
tears to my eyes.
* * * *
I wake up drenched with sweat, my head
throbbing, and as my stomach tigh tens, I know
I'm awake for good. I worry about how sick I feel,
about the classes I've missed, and about how for
a long time now, I've accomplished absolutely
nothing. I almost wished that I was already
working in Hamden, Connecticut, so that I
wouldn't be able to make myself feel so lousy
anymore.
But then I go down to lunch and hear about the
hangovers of all the other brothers, and about
the tests they have flunked. It makes me feel
better. By the time I start drinking that night,
I've almost forgotten that I ever felt lousy.
* * * *
Sally was going out with Moose earlier in the
year. (I don't know why they broke up, Moose
never talked about it.) While she was going out
with Moose she became the only girl I've ever
had for a friend. I could talk to her without the
tension of trying to get into her pants. When we
both didn't have dates for the Inter-Fraternity
Ball, I asked her. I wasn't really sure if I was going
to try to sleep with her or not. I ended up sleeping with her, but I didn't fuck her. We just slept,
holding one another. I didn't feel like I had to; I
didn't even try. For once it didn't seem allimportant. Usually when I wake up with a girl it's
awkward: one or both of us is feeling some selfdisgust. But when Sally and I got up that morning, we were both in a great mood. We went out
in back of the House and played wiffleball all
morning.
*

*

*

*

After you've been drinking beer all night, and
you're lying in bed, farting is a necessity. Now
with all of the hogs that I've slept with in the past

two years, I would never hesitate to blow the
damn sheets off the bed. But with Sally it's different. I just can't fart when she's in bed with me.
I say that I have to go to the bathroom. Then I get
up and walk down the hallway and let loose .
Skin is looking out of his room and he sees me
going down the hallway to fart. He asks me what
the hell I'm doing. I try to explain that I don't like
to fart when Sally is in bed with me. He shakes
his head.
"You're in love," he says.
* * * *
There are a lot of problems in going out with a
girl like Sally. She knows a whole lot of guys, and
sometimes at parties she flirts around.
"Where's your date, Sullivan?"
"That's her over there sitting on that guy's
lap."
It used to make me feel about two inches tall.
But she ends up sleeping with me after the parties. I'm also willing to put up with a hell of a lot
because I don't want to go back to drinking wit h
the guys and picking up hogs.
* * * *
It is billed as a "Kinky Party," and it is being
given by Sally's dorm. Moose and I have come as
a pair of tits. We have red caps and flesh colored
sheets with padding under them. They aren't
great costumes, but every other guy at the party
is a prick.
It is a wild party. I wander into a room and
there are at least six people in this bed, but I can't
tell how many are guys and how many are girls
because of the costumes. Skin sticks his head out
from under the sheets and asks me if I want to
join in.
"No thanks."
It is about two o'clock in the morning and I feel
the need to be in a horizontal position. I have
spent some time praying to the porcelain god. I
tell Sally, and we go up to her room. She informs
me that I am too drunk to sleep with . She asks me
to sleep in her roommate's bed. (Her roommate
has gone home for the weekend.) It makes sense .
I wake up and don't know where I am. There is
a slight squeaking sound going on next to me,
and I turn my head slowly. Sally is bouncing up
and down on top of some guy in her bed. I'm not
sure if it's a nightmare or real, so I wait. The
sunlight is just starting to come through the
window. When my eyes get used to it I see that it
is Moosehead. Somehow I manage to crawl out
of the room without them noticing me. I hitch a
ride back to the House.
* * * *

"I was drunk. I was very drunk. I'm sorry."
"Sorry? You prick! You did the one thing a
brother can't do to another brother, and all
you've got to say is that you were drunk?!"
My voice cracks and quivers . I'm closer to tears
than I've been in several years. I've got to calm
down.
"Sully, you've got to understand. Sally's not
worth us fighting about . She asked me to come
up to her room later. She's just a bitch, Sully. She
was sleeping around the whole time you were
going out with her."
"God damn you, Moose. You're lying."
I've blown it . My head is in my hands and I'm
crying .
"No shit man. Ask anyone in the House . She
was in bed with other brothers ."
A long pause.
"And none of you had the decency to tell me?"
"I didn't realize how serious you were. I
thought you knew better."
I tell Moose that we should start jamming, and
I ask him to go out and get us some beer. I'm still
sobbing when he leaves the room. They are long
dry sobs, and I sound sort of like a car that won't
start on a cold winter morning.
* * * *
This thing with Sally has really taught me
something. I was beginning to feel like I'd outgrown this fraternity. I was thinking of marriage. A nice, little house in Hamden, Connecticut. I planned too far ahead. And all the time I
was planning, she was sleeping with my brothers. What a damn fool I am.
After the whole thing the brothers were really
good to me . I went on a real bender for a couple
of days, and there was always a brother who was
willing to drink with me so that I didn't have to
drink alone. No one in the House talks to Sally
anymore .
*

*

*

•

Three brothers are renting an apartment
down the street after graduation . They've asked
me to go in on it with them. I could get a job in a
gas station that an alumni brother manages . I
could come up here and party whenever I wanted
to; I'd almost still be a brother. Hamden, Connecticut can wait. I've realized that I need the
strength I get from these guys, the feeling of a
Brotherhood.
•
Note: We the editors recognize the sensitive nature of this
story's topic and the potential offensiveness of certain of its
attitudes. However, we feel that the story's negative treatment of sexism undercuts its possible misinterpretation .

Laura run
Laura has run
away tonight
on the phone
she sounded very far away
from me.
Lastnight
on a hard wood floor
drinking the bottle,
we trusted;
two women we .
her lover killed,
she welled up and came
crashing down under the loss.
To be alone
was not safe;
we had breakfast.
we were
two young bodies
hearing feelings;
large whale-grief
talking sonar
in red water
death
death
death
women thoughts.
We came together
like white caps
lost
in labored waves
she swelled and spilled
over
and over grief
but couldn't go home
to a small bed;
daddy thought she slept
alone.
Thirst quenched,
she drank on
to the bottom
of the bottle
down
to the black depths
she found
the bleeding belly-pain
she found
her woman pain;
butneverdeepenough
to find
her lover.

Gina Bonsignore

A father
came to help
his little girl
Laura has run
away down
splinter staircase
into rain
Laura run
-

D . Jamie Petillo

nothing ever felt so good not the best lover in the world

I got no luck with men. Don't get me wrongI've had my share. All kinds too. Even had a cop
once. Made me feel safe for awhile but you got to
be careful what you say about your friends. He
was good to me though - he really was. Sometimes we'd just drive- he'd say,"You want to go
for a ride?" and I'd say yes, and I never knew
11here we were going - I don't think he did either
sometimes, but anyway we'd go and he'd tell me
how he used to want to be a race-car driver- h is
car was real souped up - always thought that
was kinda funny for a cop to have a souped up car
like that - it even had a name though I can't for
the life of me remember what it was - after
some girl he was in love with - but it was real
nice and we'd end up at his old drag strip or the
park where he used to hang out, once it was the
amusement park where he kissed his first girlright at the top of the ferris wheel looking over
the lake with all the lights shining off it. I
thought that was real romantic. We made love
on the beach there that night - with the calm
black water creeping up the sand toward us. It
was kinda cold and I got sand all over me but I
just kept thinking Ha! to that girl on the ferris
wheel, you think that was romantic.
Later that night we found a big log washed up
on the beach and we lied down on our backs with
just our heads touching -he said he'd always
wanted to do that - and while we were lying
there- real quiet- not saying anything- we

- Abbie Lundberg

saw a shooting star - both of us, at the same
time- and it was really kinda special. I told him I
always thought he was real cool for a cop but
suddenly, seeing that star together, I saw him as,
well, a person. But it was more than that. We had
crossed over some kind of boundary and I guess
he felt it too 'cause things changed somehowgot more serious - and I didn't want that neither did he I guess cause we just sorta stopped
seeing each other. Funny how easy it is to screw
up something so nice.
But I wasn't taking any chances. I was married
for awhile- that was about five years ago- and
I couldn't take it. I like my freedom too much. It
was like living with your parents all over again
... where you going- who you gonna be withwhat time will you be back . .. it's enough to drive
a person mad. Of course it had its good points too
-everything does, if just for the experience. I've
never regretted a single thing I've ever done but
then I guess I've been lucky. Sometimes though,
I start to think that it would be nice just for once
to meet someone like me. A guy was in here the
other night told me this story about how love
and sex got started. He said that a long time ago
everyone was like Siamese twins - two heads,
four arms, four legs -just like two of us joined
together. He said that one day these people decided to build a huge tower -they wanted to
climb up to the Sun or Heaven or something .
Anyway, the gods got real mad - here these·

puny little people were trying to horn in on their
territory - they smashed the tower and threw
lightning bolts at all those silly little things split them all in two. Some of them were double
men, some double women, and some were half
man, half woman. Ever since that day, he said,
people have been running around, trying to find
their other halves . That's why some people are
gay and some straight. It's kinda sad isn't it- a
person could search for years and never find
their other half. Personally I think it's a bunch of
bull- you won't catch me searching for no man
- let 'em come to me. Like I said, I've had my
share. Sounds like a story some woman made up.
Christ, some of the women who come in this
place -you'd think they'd die without it . They
don't care who or how drunk or what a guy looks
like - and it's a new one every night . At least I
have a little self-respect . You won't catch me
carrying a guy back to my apartment . Let him
carry me . Ah, but I guess I can't blame them. It
can get awful lonely sometimes . I been lonely
too, but you won't catch me with just any creep.
Well, maybe just to try it. Not that you'd wan t a
guy to be a creep- but once you find out that he
is it's kind of a challenge you know, to see if you
can get the upper hand . There was one guy Bob Cronin - a real creep. One of those guys
that tells you he really cares a lot about you just
to get you into bed . The dumb th ing was I believed him - I guess because I would have slept
with him anyway, so I wasn't looking for motives. I guess I was a pretty easy mark - I had
just split with this guy I was crazy about and Bob
was very sympathetic then after awhile it got so
he wouldn't even call me for days - turned out
he was engaged to some chick. I wondered why
we always had to go out of town - but he had
lots of money and it was fun for awhile. After
awhile though I couldn't take it anymore . No
guy's gonna use me and get away with it . But
feeling cheap is the same as being cheap, you
know? And I couldn't let just any ass hole make a
w hore outa me. So I started seeing him againon my terms . I used to meet him at motels- and
keep him waiting on purpose. I'd go out with my
friends and have a good time - then go over. It
got to the point where he was asking me why I
didn't call- and then I dropped him. No sir, no
guy's gonna make a fool outa me.
I saw him not too long ago - I couldn't believe
it - he wanted to see me again. I asked him
wasn't he getting married soon and he said,
"Come on, you know me better than that." I
couldn't deny that. I said, "Don't you care about
your fiancee at all?" Do you know what he said

then? He said, "Who, Jackie? Yeah, I like her . . .
she's good for me- and she helps me out in the
business . Yeah, I guess I care about her. Why?"
Creep. But she's worse. It's bad enough treating
someone else like dirt, but doing that to yourself!
Well, it's her funeral.
But that's what I mean, you know? Why can't
we all treat each other with a little respect?
Everyone's so worried about getting screwed
they end up screwing other people in selfdefense . Life's a bitch - is that what you were
gonna say? Well honey, don't I know it. You're
talking to a lady who's seen it all. This is liferight here - in this joint. These poor suckers
coming in here every night and getting stewedthat's what it's all about. That's why I stay here I
guess - though I could do much better. It may
not be too pretty sometimes, but at least it's real
and it's honest. I worked in one of those highclass cocktail bars for awhile - oh, the guys in
those places are more refined - real smooth but when it comes right down to what's important- and that's how you treat people- they're
all the same. They all want the same thing they just go about it different. At least these guys
are straight with you. They don't make you feel
like you have to say no just on principle. And
when you do say no, they don't make you feel like
a bitch for letting them buy you a few drinks. I
don't know- I guess I'm just not made for highclass society- maybe I'm just too dumb to learn
their games- but Christ don't those guys look
good all dressed up in their three-piece suits.
But you can never really be sure what people
wa nt from you - I don't care what they want, I
just want to know . I've only been with one guy I
could really trust that way. Christ, what a man.
He could make a fifty-year-old woman feel like
Lana Turner at her best - probably has too -I
was crazy about him. Of all the guys I've spent
any time with, he's the only one I never fooled
myself into thinking I was in love with . He
wasn't what you'd call handsome, but he was
sexy as hell - I never was one for pretty-boyslean and mean, that's what I like, and Christ, I
was crazy about him. We didn't talk much actually, we spent most ofourtimein the sackand it was good . .. I mean, really good. You've
heard of the slow-comfortable-screw? Well
Craig invented it. God, I coulda balled him all
night - did sometimes too. We were together
for three months and we never had a fight .
Three months! The whole thing was just like the
way he screwed -slow and easy- and it never
got worn out. Neither of us wanted anything
more or anything less out of it- and that doesn't
happen very often.

Something happened though - I never was
sure what -and the last time I saw him he said,
"111 call you." He never did . I waited and waited
-and he never called . I don't hold it against him
though - he was good to me while we were
together. You can never know why people do
things, you know? No point in believing the
worst when you can believe the best just as
easily. I used to tell myself that he was falling in
love with me and couldn't handle it. He had a few
problems anyway. The important thing is it was
good while it lasted. Nothing lasts forever.
I think that's the saddest thing that can ever
happen to a person - thinking something's
gonna last forever . Nothing stays the same and
nothing lasts . Try not to get too involved that's all you can do . Shit, I've been in love before
-I mean, really in love. A couple of times. You
think- this is it- the 'real thing.' Like my ex I really loved him. I never thought I could love a
guy like that but he was something special. And
he loved me- so much I guess I never really did
believe it. He was always there when I needed
him, and he always knew just what to do. He
even seemed to know what I was thinking - I
guess that's why he never did trust me much. It
got to the point where I didn't think I could live
without him. Then he went overseas. I didn't
know what to do- I was a mess- it was pretty
pitiful. I couldn't stand being like that so I started
fooling around to take my mind off it. It was such
a long time - and a girl's only human but he
didn't see it like that he got real mad and real
jealous. But maybe he was right 'cause I never
did get that feeling back after that. I wouldn't let
myself 'cause I don't like being weak and I'm not
gonna lean on no one.
But you can't stay young forever, you know?
Shit, what am I telling you this for- you're just a
babe. All I can say is, you gotta be careful with
men. Sure they're fun - and nice to look at too
-but they should all be kept in cages. Like that
guy Craig -for three weeks I waited for him to
call- I kept saying to myself, 'No guy's gonna do
this to me,' what did I care anyway? But it was no
good. I even hated him for awhile -me! Who's
never hated anyone! Then I started hating myself too.
There were times when I really thought I
coulda killed him if I had the chance. That's what
I mean- anything that can do that to you should
be kept in a cage . But I've got a strong sense of
self-preservation- always have had - and the
quickest way to get over one man is with
another. That's when I started seeing Bob.
It really sucks, you know? You can't live with
them, you can't live without 'em. The only one I

could ever really live with was my ex- but you
need more than that I think- especially when
you're young. And like I said, Phil - that's his
name- didn't trust me . Maybe he was right but
it sure didn't help any - a person needs to be
trusted. He even made me stop working 'cause
guys were looking at me. Hell, there's no harm in
that - but he didn't see it that way. He was
working nights - and a girl could go crazy all
alone like that - one night it just got to be too
much - I came down here for a drink, and I ran
into one of my old lovers. We got pretty drunk I
guess because he ended up coming home with
me. I didn't plan it that way, but Christ it was
good. Anyway, he got up to go to the bathroom
- we were living on the second floor in one of
those boarding houses over on Trapp St.- and
the bath room was out in the hall. Suddenly I
heard a yell and a lot of banging on the stairs ... I
was scared silly. I ran out to see what was w rong:
the jerk hadn't seen the banister - he flipped
right over it and fell down to the first floor.
There he was - stark naked and totally unconscious - just lying there at the bottom of the
stairs. I thought he was dead. What could I do? I
couldn't leave him there, and I couldn't call for
help so I got his clothes and tried to get him
dressed. You ever tried putting clothes on a twohundred pound, unconscious body before? Believe me, it ain't easy. I don't know if it was the
fall or the one-fifty-one rum he'd been drinking
all night, but he wasn't moving. So there I wason my hands and knees - cursing and str uggling, trying to get his pants up- when the door
opens and there's Phil. I really felt bad for himcan you imagine walking in on that? He didn't
say an thing- just looked at me. There was real
hate in his eyes. Probably would have made me
cry 'cause it really hurt- I did care about himbut I had this damn guy on the floor beside me
with his pants half on and all I could do was think
how funny it must look and I started to laugh.
Phil stormed up the stairs and I heard lots of
noise - then he threw down all of my stuff right on top of me and this guy. And I couldn't
stop laughing. It didn't really hit me for about a
week what had happened - but we spent two
whole years together and I really felt awful. I
couldn't eat, couldn't sleep, but I had tried to
make it work - I really had . I guess I'm just not
suited to marriage -some people never are.
My mother cried and the old man wouldn't
talk to me - wouldn't even look at me for
months . He's forgiven me now though- I'm his
little girl - you know how fathers are about
their daughters but my mother still looks at me
sad - like I've done the one thing I could do to

ruin my whole life- and her's -she shakes her
head at me and sometimes her eyes water up.
After all this time! She's one of those women
who thinks being single is the worst curse a girl
can have. And her marriage has been no picnic
either but she'd die before she'd ever leave him.
Who needs it? Sometimes I think I should just
split - just get away from all this bullshit . I've
always wanted to see California. Sometimes I
think about just slipping away in the night without telling anyone- and going somewhere
where I don't know a soul. It would sort of be like
dying only you wouldn't be dead at all -just to
them. Really you'd be more alive than ever before because you'd be free from all this bullshit.
It'd be like that song they just put on the juke
box: "I think I'm gonna kill myself- cause a little
suicide - stick around for a couple of days what a scandal if I die." What a gas that would be!

Daphne Fullerton

But you can't have your cake and eat it too. The
best of both worlds ... the impossible dream when I was your age I thought anything was
possible .
Jesus, if you coulda seen me then! But I've still
got a few good years left in me, honey. A guy was
in here the other night told me good women are
like fine liquors . . . they improve with age.
What's that ad? ''I'm not getting older - I'm
getting better." Some guys like you young things
- no offense, honey - but a guy with any
experience will always go for a more mature
woman. At least I've kept my figure and my
skin's still good- I think it's a shame how some
women just let themselves go to waste. I read
somewhere that women don't even reach their
sexual peak until they're thirty-two. Hell, I'm at
my best ...
The trouble with this place is you see the same

people all the time: You'll find, out after you've
been here awhile - sure the guys are crawling
all over you now but that won't lasL As soon as
they get used to you they11 hardly even notice
you. No offense - it's not your fault - but
people like a change, you know? Just don't let it
go to your head 'cause it won't last for long and it
would be a shame for a nice girl like you to get
hurt. Besides, it's best not to mix with the custor.lers too much. Sure, be friendly - it's even
o.k. to drink with them sometimes - but you
shouldn't make a habit out of it. A barmaid
should be more than just a customer on the other
side of the bar - and I've seen that happen
plenty. Besides, no matter what you do you
should always hold yourself a bit apart from the
crowd. You can be liked - even popular - and
still be set off .. .
I have this dream sometimes - I'm walking
down the middle of a big street only there are no
cars and it's snowing- real hard- I can't see
the sides of the road but I know I have to stay in
the middle - I can't even see my feet there's so
much snow and I'm just walking along through
it. All of a sudden I hear a truck coming up behind
me and I start running but the snow's so deep it's
hard to move . I can see my shadow in front of me
from the headlights and I think how strange it
looks - so black against all that white . Then I
hear the scraping of metal on pavement and I
realize it's a snowplow behind me - no matter
how many times I have the dream I still get that
same feeling of panic and I want to jump to the
side of the road but somehow I think that that
would be worse than being run over so I just
keep running. But the plow keeps getting closer
and closer and I can't run anymore. Then I'm
falling - real slow - and I feel the plow on my
back. It's soft and it lifts me up real gently, but it's
at an angle, and I'm getting pushed over to the
side of the road. Suddenly I can see what is there
-all the people I've ever known are sort of piled
up along the snowbank and they look dead but
they're not - they're just sitting - staring
straight ahead they're all wearing the same
clothes and everything's in black and white - I
try to climb up onto the plow but I'm too weak
and I start falling . In a way it feels good- it's so
much easier than running - but I always wake
up scared and shaking.
I gotta get outa this place. It's no good staying
in the same place too long and I've been here
awhile. But it's nice here, you know? These are
good people, even if they do get kinda crazy
sometimes .
My pop wants me to go back home. He's a
sweet old guy- me and him get along real good

-but you can't go back, you know? It would be
like admitting defeat, and I got too much going
for me for that- besides, I don't think my mom
could stand having me around ... I'm sort of a
failure in her eyes - a disgrace to the family cause I couldn't keep my man.
But Pop understands- I don't know how, him
being a man, but he really does. He11 always love
me, no matter what I do - I can tell him just
anything and know he'll understand. Sure sometimes it takes awhile -like the thing with Philbut he really liked Phil and I guess he sorta felt
like he had to stop liking him if he was gonna
support me and it kinda put him on the spot . It
was horrible - him not even talking to me all
that time - and I couldn't stand it. That's the
only time any guy's ever seen me cry- and don't
you ever tell anyone this - that night at home
with the silence just tearing at my gut- he just
sat there with h is paper - not reading- I was
across from him on the sofa - trying to think of
something - anything to keep myself from going mad with the silence- making up phrases to
the ticking of the clock on the mantle - like a
contest it was - like little kids holding their
breath. Finally I couldn't stand it, I cried and
clung to his legs. I'll never forget those red
slippers I just stared at them all blurry through
my tears - after what seemed forever he lifted
me up - a grown woman I was more like a little
girl - he rocked me in his lap it was real awkward and we were both embarrassed but nothing
ever felt so good not the best lover in the world.
Some guys say I don't give them a chance well
there was a time when I gave everyone a chance
but my Christ, how many chances do you take ?
Sometimes I think my mother's right ... but it's
stupid to think like that - she's an old woman
what does she know. Still, he really did love me
and he knew me it was safe how was I to know he
would be the only one? I was so young then I had
my whole life ahead of me. I thought the other
choice was fun no one told me about the loneliness. The worst part is I can't seem to tell the
good ones from the bad ones anymore they're all
the same.
Jesus, listen to me. You'd think I had one foot
in the grave. What am I worried about? I still get
my pick of the bunch. I wouldn't give up my
freedom for any of them. Personally, I like having an assortment. Besides, she's no happier than
I am - I can't ever remember her being happy I
don't know where she gets off preaching to me. I
can do what I want, I'm my own person not
dependent on any man like her at least I'm free to
do as I please and who knows, maybe happiness
is right around the corner.
•

Journey
Talking was useless
we walked together
past the farm
near apple trees
thick and gnarled
as hillside olives; ancient,
dry, no longer
able to bear fruit

Nina Chiara

in hot sun
your steps melt, listless
and you imagine yourself
wearing white wrappings
and thin leather sandals,
walking
roads of red dust
that stretch out
like animal trails
in a cracked, bloodless desert
too long to reach an end
a valley, surrounded
by cliffs, clay hills
studded with olive trees
revealing warm fruit;
from a distance
you do not see them,
you feel
only the heat
ripening fat olives,
cut, oozing oil, golden
fire
burning, burning
we meet again
near a fence break
where you return
and you smile,
adopting, revealing,
grafting olive boughs
to thick and wormy wood.
- James Langenbach

Carved Wood
The tree, notched,
its white bark dripping
human blood,
thought your head thick.
They were swinging from a rope
dangling from high limbs .
You mounted the wooden stairs:
two by fours crosswise in the trunk,
impaled by rusty nails.
Under your feet,
rotted plywood was balanced
on strong boughs; the earth
was black humus.
The rope climbed through spaces between green leaves
where sunlight fell to darkness.
You watched
the dirt encrusted hands of friends
pull a knot between your legs Tautness.
The platform fell,
the slice of rope played black music on the wind.
Your eyes
fell upon the other rope,
which no one rode,
a reach away.
-

Robert James

Henry Lowengard

To a Grandfather
In a hollow,
between grass and field stone fences,
where the sun seeps
into mornings of wet leaves,
kicked about by black boots,
lies a cabin, logged by Quakers.
Empty of voices,
save this voice
that mumbles into this
sad cold fire ...
While the wind
tangles trees,
and throws the night into pictures.
"So many wasted hours of light."
"So many hours of wasted light ."
These nights of gaps,
gaps of starlings chased
from bright, bright, wheatfields .
Small feet blazing paths
through the sun.
"Walks with my brother
and the little men he talked to.
Mud on my knees ... "
The red barn.
He stands straight and hunched,
like a broken lamp,
fixable, yet still guilty
of this lost light.
He has run to these skies.
The fire warms his voice
and slows the wind a touch.
It stills the desperate light
of all these frozen pictures .
-

WWMcC

Sally I

Washing
wrinkled sheets still sing
song you wove into them
t. Your body
opened to; enfolded.
is one tiny hair they cradle
a vein of black onyx
have come to mine these caves,
the bed of its precious .
destroy
double layer
toss them aside
they sigh
heavy breath
smells like you.
red, I tak¥- them
be refined.
behind me a fine thread
black settles slowly on
forgotten pillowcase.
-D. Jamie Petillo

Susanna Stieff
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